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“God Sane the King ” 


1. LAVALLEE—RICHARDSON 


“@® Canada” | 


THE SCHUBERT CHOIR 


O Canada, our father’s land of old, 

Thy brow is crowned with leaves of red and gold; 
Beneath the shade of the Holy Cross, 

Thy children own their birth; 

No stains thy glorious annals gloss, 

Since valor shields thy hearth. 

Almighty God, on Thee we call— 

Defend our rights, forefend this nation’s thrall. 


Altar and throne demand our sacred love, 

And mankind to us shall ever brothers prove. 

O King of Kings, with Thy mighty breath 

All our sons do Thou inspire; 

May no craven terror of life or death 

H’er damp the patriot’s fire. 

Our mighty call loudly shall ring, 

As in the days of old, “For Christ and the King.” 


2. THOMAS 


Polonaise fron “ Mignon” 


MISS MARIE STODDART 


3. SCHUBERT Arr. by C. Moderati 


“The Trout “ 


THE SCHUBERT CHOIR 


Beside a crystal streamlet 
One calm and sunny day, 

I stood among the rushes 
And watched the fish at play, 
A little trout was plashing 
Right merrily about, 

The gayest of the swimmers 
That darted in and out. 


ee ene 


Upon the bank a fisher 
With rod and line at rest, 
Was angling for the fishes F 
With all a fisher’s zest; Me ce 
I reached the sparkling water, 143 
And screen’d it with my hand, 

That so the tiny swimmer 

Might well avoid the land. 


But e’en a fisher’s moments may drag away. 
So he defil’d the flowing water, 

And hid the fish at play. 

My little trout in passing 

Deceived took the bait, 

And I beheld with anger 

His undeserved fate. 


4. ALARD 


“HL Crovatary” (Hantaisir) 


MISS GRACE HASTINGS 


5. KAHN 


(a) “ The Gardener ” 


VAN DER STUCKEN 


ib) “@ Cone With Me in the Summer Night” 


MISS MARIE STODDART 


(a) Where’er my footsteps wander 
By hill or vale or wold, 
*Mong all I see the fairest 
Thy beauty shows the rarest, 
I greet thee a thousand-fold. 


A wealth my garden yields me 

Of blossoms fair and fine 

And oft in wreaths I wind them 
With thousand thoughts I bind them, 
And greetings I intertwine. 


‘To her I dare not give them, 
She is too proud and fair; 

Yet though they all must perish, 
The matchless love I cherish, 

I still in my heart shall bear. 


6. 


(b) O come with me in the summer night, 


ELGAR. 


We'll roam hand in hand, o’er field and lea. 
The roses slumber, the stars are bright, 
And calmly dreaming lie earth and sea. 


O come with me in the summer night, 
There love weaves its spell, 

All its bliss and woe, 

The breezes whisper of sweet delight, 

And pleasant paths entice us to go. 


O come with me in the summer night, 
The hilltops are glowing resplendently, 
While o’er thy fair head streams mellow light, 
And nature thine own, all thine own shall be. 


“The Barre” 
THE SCHUBERT CHOIR 


Come and hasten to the dancing, 
Merry eyes will soon be glancing, 

Ha! my heart upbounds! 

Come and dance a merry measure, 
Quaff the bright brown ale, my treasure, 
Hark! what joyous sounds! 


Sweet-heart come, on let us haste, 
Om, on, no time let us waste, 
With my heart I love thee! 
Dance, dance, for rest we disdain > 
Turn, twirl, and spin round again, 
With my arm I hold thee! 


Down the path the lights are gleaming, 
Friendly faces gladly beaming, 
Welcome us with song! 

Dancing makes the heart grow lighter, 
Makes the world and life grow brighter, 
As we dance along! 


7. TSCHAIKOWSKY. 


8. ARDITI. 


“A Degend” 


THE SCHUBERT CHOIR 


Christ, when a child, a garden made, 
And many roses flourish there; 

He watered them three times a day, 
To make a garland for his hair. 


And when in time the roses bloomed, 
He called the children in to share; 

They tore the flowers from every stem 
And left the garden stript and bare. 


“How wilt thou weave thyself a crown 
Now that thy roses are all dead ?” 
“Ye have forgotten that the thorns 
Are left for me,” the Christ-Child said. 


They plaited then a crown of thorns 
And laid it rudely on his head; 

A garland for his forehead made, 

For roses drops of blood instead. 


“Iu The Springtine ” 


MISS MARIE STODDART 


When spring shall come with his wreaths of roses, 


And his glorious wreath of flowers discloses, 
When the first swift swallow darts above thee, 
Then shalt thou know well that I might love thee; 


Yet in sooth, pray what care I for thy threat that thou 


shalt die ? 
When at last come the red roses, 
I shall choose no butterfly for lover, 


Such as gaily from blossom to blossom hover. 


Tell me not of foolish passions, 

I would rather love in calmer fashio'n; 

Now let pleasure still entrance, 

Come with me and join the dance; 

Feelest thou not its tempting billows roll, 

Does not celestial music flood thy soul. 

Then let joy fill thy heart while still thou canst, 
Time flies, and soon thy last thou hast danced. 


9. MACFARREN. 
“You Stole My Dour ” 


THE SCHUBERT CHOIR 


You stole my love; fy upon you, fy; 

You stole my love, fy, fy, a! 

Guessed you but what a pain it is to prove, 
You for your love would die, a! 


And henceforth ‘never longer, 

Be such a crafty wronger; 

But when deceit takes such a fall, 
Then farewell, sly device and all. 


10. MUSIN. 


* Caprice de Concert” ” 


MISS GRACE HASTINGS 


11. DEL ’AQUA. 


“ Chanson Prournrale ” 


MISS MARIE STODDART 


These nights of matchless splendour 
While summer deigns to stay, 
avila, lavlaw lala lata 

Your songs, cicada, render ! 

Keep piping, blithe and gay! 

La la la la la la! 


Of the stars ye are lovers 

Ye watch their dance with steadfast eyes 
When the earth dense shadow covers, 
Then ye sing till the morning rise! 

Then sing, ah! 

Then sing! ah! ah! ah! 


Then sing the lovely maidens, 
Provencal maidens rare! 
Lantiaviaiawia ‘laadar ia 
And when they hear your cadence, 
They dream their love is there! 
La la la Ja;:Ja. lala da 

Then sing! 


’Neath the sky sweetly thrilling, 
Swell your notes, rapture filling, 
Like molten gold! 
Lai lav la:dacglasia la 
La la la la la la la 
Your friendly joyance keeping 
Charm the dear infant sleeping, 
While dreams unfold! ah! 
Ah! ah! ah! ah! ah! ah! 

o 


12. GOUNOD. >: 


“Bu Babylon's Wane “ 


THE SCHUBERT CHOIR 


Here by Babylon’s wave, though heathen hands have bound us, 
Though, afar from our land, the pains of death surround us, 
Sion! thy memory still in our heart we are keeping, 

And still we turn to thee, our eyes all sad with weeping. 


Through our harps that we hung on the trees 
Goes the low wind wearily moaning, 

Mingles the sad note of the breeze 

With voice as sad of sigh and groaning. 


When mad with wine our foe rejoices, 
When unto our altars they throng, 

Loud for mirth then they call, “A song! 

A song of Sion, sing, lift up your voices !” 


O Lord, though the victor command our captivity sad and lowly, 


How shall we raise thy song so holy that we sung in our father- 
land ! ; 


Jerusalem ! if we forget thee, let our hands remember not their 
power, 


And our tongues be silent from that hour. Jerusalem! if we 
forget thee ! 


Woe unto thee! Babylon, mighty city, 
For the day of thy fall is nigh! 

For thee no hope, for thee no pity 
Though loud thy wail riseth on high! 
Then shalt thou, desolate, forsaken, 

Be torn from thy fanes and thy thrones; 
In that day shall thy babes be taken 
And dashed against the stones! 

Then unto thee, O Babylon the mighty, — 
Be woe! me” woe! Be woe! 


Heintzman & Company Piano Used. 
w 


Che Srhubert Choir 


ot Brantford 


Mr. G. K. Jordan, 


Conductor 


(Offirers 


PIOM OR VOSICONE) oc vie misle oc We Sie « Wchelatyi eels His Honor Judge Hardy 
PTOSIGONnt® « date vas cara caus fierere Pings wale a erate ele ielw oar allele Mr. A. G. Olive 
Vice-President (i. occ ceh esses s Sete a ATA g Mtoe. et Mr. A. G. Parker 
SOA SUCOIS Geis e'clslei we shete Bier bi ever ils sho w'e's e's Mel eve’ é:4 Mr. R. C. Burns 
Secretarye.s. «ss ce ccc ess ts bis tisimitie siaie.b es alelels Mr. S. P. Davies 
GNOLUS USECKEEAPy. woes ne ans sie beat eeerealeicl MPa Wel Fev arey 
REP OREEL A Ore oe totes icc attic Mise k arlene. olsikiew acess asinine at Mr. J. Leinster 


Executive Committee 


Mr. G. Pickles Mrs. Andrews 
Mr. M. H. Robertson Miss Britton 
Mr. J. F. Schultz Miss Wood 


Mr. H. J. Smith 


Arrompanists 


Miss Shannon Mr. A. D. Jordan 


.; 
ert 
iy 

€ 


aS hag 
Hirst Soprann ron eer), 


Mrs. Barclay ‘Miss Foster Miss Yeigh = ‘Mrs. Parker 
Mrs. Burke Miss Hartwell Miss Jolly | Miss M. Sweet a, 
Miss Bowes Mrs. Jordan Mrs. Lambert Miss E. Sweet — 
Miss Burt Mrs. Jackson Miss Lampkin Miss ste at 
Mrs. Crooks Miss Jackson. Miss O’Neil Miss 


Mrs. Varey _ Miss’ Wood 


Srerond Sopraun 


Miss Avery Miss Davies Miss Gilmour Miss 
Miss Butler Miss M. Davies Miss M. Jones Miss 
Mrs. Chant Mrs. Drury Mrs. Leinster | Mrs. 
Miss Crooks Mrs. Eacrett Miss Pearce Miss 


_Miss L. Wilson 


Kirst Contralta be 
Mrs. Andrews Mrs. Dunne .. 2, Miss Matthews Mrs. _— 


Miss Anguish Miss W. Jones Miss Reid Miss 


Miss Allan Adi Miss McLean -"* Miss Roberts: , Miss 


© B Ole Be ah hl UE a ee 


Miss Hills Miss Britton Hh ‘Mrs. ‘Reid Pari Mrs. 


Miss McIntyre Mrs. Oxtaby ° Miss Riddolls § Mrs. 
Mrs. Robertson Miss Robertson © 
Hirst Tenor. eae 
Mr. Birke Mr. Drury Mr. Pierson Mr. Ritchie nN 


Mr. Crooks : Mr. Moyer Mr. Plomley  - Mr. Sills Re 9) 


Second Cenor Man eet 
Mr. Creech Mr. Hearns - Mr. McLean Mr. Overe 


Mr. Durkee Mr. Leinster , Mr. Nancarrow Mr. ‘Parker — 
Mr. Robertson Mr. Varey Rit re | 
; Hirst Bass . 
Dr. Britton Mr. R. Davies Mr. Olive = Mr. Roberts 
Mr. Davies Mr. Isaac Mr. Pickles Mr. Sweet 
Mr. Schultz = Mr. Wilson oe 
‘ ay ‘ 
Serond Bass | 
Mr. Burns Mr. Eacrett Mr. Hills rs Mr. Harte 
Mr. Chrysler Mr. Garvin Mr. Houghton Mr. Johns« 
Mr. Shaver Mr. Smith a 


